 Barton County Democrat.

STOKE AND FEDER, PUBS. AND PROPS.
WILL E STOKE, EDITOR AND MANAGER.
GREAT BEND,  : = KANSAS
- — —
HIS COURSE IN ‘LETTERS.

fhe firat year of his college course
He won the letters B. B. C.

wear upon his saucy cap—

he baseball club right-fielder, he.

A“sophomore, he next secured
. As tribute to his growing knowledge,.
% I'wo crossed oargy and the lelter N—
“ The navy symbols of his college.

“The th¥d year he obtained A. U.—
" Athletic Union; this relates.
I'o akill upon the cinder track,
o vaulting_ and fo throwing weights.

fhe tourth year, falthful to his aim,
He boasted still another letter,
esented to him, with eclat,

.Upon a heavy football sweater.

& ‘course In letters he pursued,

“As college records guarantee—
who can blame him If, at last,

.He somahow falled to get.A. B.7

~Edwin L. Sabln, in Brooklyn Life,

MYSTERIOUS
MISS DACRES

By Mrs. Sclniyler Crowninshield.

Copyright 1901, by J. B. Lippincott Co.

CHAPTER I.—CoSTINUED.

“Really,” said I falteringly, “I do
not think that you should expect me
“aot to let my rooms when I can.
They have stood unoccupied so long,

[ must Jet them.when possible——"

“0Oh, have yow only just let it?
Was 16 when I was asleep?

“Yes.” gaid I. “The stranger came
just after you lay down. He likes
likes the room and I shall have to
let him “have ‘it. He will pay me
well;-he pays more than you do, and

€ [ cannot affard to lose him."”

“What does be look like?"

“Oh, he's pleasant Taced.”

“Clean shaven?"

“No,"” said I. *He has whiskers and
& mustache.” )

. “I hate a man with whiskers,” she
éxclaimed. ~“What is his name?”
The same question he had asked
about ler.

“I really don't know,” said I. *“He
{s coming back with his credentials
to-morrow."
¢*And you take a boarder, an utter
stranger iwto your hounse without
even asking his name, He might
murder me all alone down here.”

“I fergot,” said T; “but you forget
that I do not know your's.”

he girl's face flushed.

Vo, she said, “you do not. Well
then, Jo—Josephine Dacres. I ought
to have ifold yon before. But I'm a
woman. This is a man—among lone
women—in the room next to this”

“He's a harmless newspaper man,”
said 1.

“And I'm a helpless woman.”
1 glanced at the dressing case.
A. D.,)” said I.
stand for?”

° 1 can't see that that makes any
difference.”

“No, 1t makes no difference at all,
only I can't see why——"
="Why I shouldn't tell you my whole
name? Well, I don't suppose there
is eny réason exacily. It's Amaran-
the.”

“Amaranthe? I exclaimed,—"“Am-
aranthe?"

“Yes, why not?"

“Nothing,” said I. “T've heard the
name before, that's all. It's a sin-
gular name, one you do not often
hear -

“Yes said ghe, “an odd name. T
don"t think that I ever knew another
person who was named ‘Amoranthe.’ ™

% She put her hand to her head with
n weary gesture. “I declare I get so
tired soméllmes that I almost forget
who T am. Yes, I am Josephine
#maranthe Dacres. I ought to have
told you when I first came, I sup-
pose. Wdll; good-by, I am going.”

Y Bhe pigked up the dress-suit case

& from the floor. *

“Going! (Gaing where?” said I,
aghast, partly because I hated to
dese my boarder, and partly because
th@ money paid in advance had part
of it been sent to Tom, and part of

liJ‘
“What does the ‘A’

& It by our old factotum, Baldy Tow=

» DT, to the store for flour, potatoes,
" sugar and bulter, coffee, tea and such
like necessities. Our credit was not
particularly good in those days.
“Don't go," I said. “Don't, don’'t!
“1 don’t believe he'll bother you at
Sall. 1t 4s likely that you will never
see him, He hated the idea of your
being here as much as you hate the
* idea of his being here. He wants
wuiet too."), e
J“It's an awfully comfortable bed,”
said the giM, with a succession of
yawds., ““Well, if you promise me
he won't have men In there, drink-
ing,and carousing, I'll stay my week
out anyway. I wish I had some slip-
pers. I must send for my—no, 1
Twon't; I won't send for anything un-
til Pve seen that man and found out
how he's going to behave. When can
I see him without his secing me?”
& "He said he'd come out to-morrow
morning” said I. “He’s very inoffen-
sive, I'm certain. All he wants Is
pega and quiet, and T'm sure if you
both want i¢, you're sure to get it.”
Just here there was a thumping on
the floor overhead from Aunt Jane
Mary's cane. My boarder jumped
and locked over her shoulder.
+ “What is that?” she gasped.
~ “Only my invalid aunt. She thumps
me in = 3

“She was very anxious to know,”
said I, “whom you had nursed last.”

“Whom 1 had nursed?”

“Yes, the dead man, don't wyon
know? 8She'll ask me again as soon
as I go up.” g

“The dead man?” she - repeated,
looking at me nervously.

“Why, the man you told me youn
came from, through the mud—"

“I never told you anything of the
—oh yes! I know mow what you
mean. The man who was taken sud-
denly. Yes. Oh, no, he had nothing
contagious—nothing catching, I as-
sure you. He just died, tell your
poor aunt, from want of breath,
—nothing else. Tell your aunt so,
but tell her also, please, that I can-
not stand sudden noises. I have
been worn out with my profession,
and no one needs rest more than I

do.”

She went to the window giving on
the side piazza and opened it, and
stood there leaning out and drink-
ing in the fresh April air.

“Shall I close the door?" I ask=ad.

There was no answer. 1 approach-
ed her softly and laid my hand on
her shoulder. “Shall I?"

“How dare you?” She turned furi-
ously, shaking all over. Her ‘face
and lips were colorless. “How dare
you, or—or at least, you made me
start. Don’t do that again. I am
very, very nervous. Can't you see
how mnervous 1 am?—on the very
verge of mervous prostration. We
must have an understanding.” Here
Aunt Janeg Mary thumped again.
“Run! ron quickly and tell her to stop
it. At once, do you hear?”

“You little know my Aunt Jane
Mary,” began L

“And I hope I shall know her less,”
said she. “There is just this much
about it. Even if the man does not
prove disagreeable when I see him, 1
shall not remain a moment if that
racket overhead is to continue. Tell
her so, if you please.” And I ran up
the stairs wondering what I should
do about the five-dollar bill which
Baldy Towmner was probably chang-
ing at that moment over the counter
of the country store, not to mention
the other five which was in his
pocket in the letter on the way to
my dear boy Tom.

CHAPTER IL

I gave the young woman her early
dinner, and then left her to rest for
the afternoon. I had little time to
spare far strangers, and so long as
I gave her what I had bargained to
give, I felt that I counld not be ex-
pected to do more. When Baldy Tow-
ner returned from the store, 1 set
him to work cleaning the shoes thatI
had brought out from the Ilower
front. He was not over-pleasant about
it but I saw that there might be much
of it to do, so I was firm, in the very
first instance. I said:

“Baldy Towner, vou need not look
so unpleasant. Those are the shoes
of my boarder who came to-day. She
evidently ronms about the country a
good deal, and dounbtless her boots
will often be muddy, perhaps worse
than they are to-day. They must be
cleaned, and—"

“Why sh’d I do it?" returned Baldy
Towner crossly.

I might have returned, “And why
should I?" but I said, “Who else is
there to do it?—Miss Jane Mary?”

The humor of the second part of
my sentence seemed io strike Baldy
Towner as a huge joke. He really
laughed for the third time that
year.

I did not smile, however, I put on
my mcst severe expression. “I have
enough to do,” said I, “without clean-
ing shoes. I am sure the Judge
never anticipa 2

“I don't spose he did,” said Baldy
Towner. “Then why didn't the
Jedge leave ye more wealthy off 2"

*“That's enough, Baldwin Towner,”
said 1. “I’m tired, and worried, and

“So be I. But I'll clean them shoes,
if ye say so, Miss Brathwaite.”

“Thank you, Baldy Towner,” =aid
I, and fled incontinently, for fear
that he might change his mind.

I gave the young womin her tea
in the dining-room across the hall.
She seemed very well pleased with
the young chicken and the nice rhu-
barb sauce, the rhubarb for which
I had cut from the kitchen garden. 1
was low in my mind about that young
chicken, but I had forgotten meat
for tea when I sent Baldy Towner
away so hurriedly, and that chicken
had to be sacrificed. Well, T had sac-
rificed more in my life than one little
pullet, and probably I should be
called upon to maske much greater
sacrifices. L

My guest was retiring early. I
heard her bolt her door by half af-
ter eight o'clock, and I, weary with
my day’s work, went upstairs to my
room over the parlor. Aunt Jane
Mary rang her bell just as I had
closed my door—her room was
across the hall from mine—and 1
went to her, though I could hardly
drag one foot after the other, and af-
ter I had attended to her wants,
which took nearly an hour and a
half—giving electricity is tiresome
work—I went back to my room. I
put out my light and lay down, but
I ecould not sleep. The moonlight
streamed full in my face. I hid my
eyes in the pillow; I pulled the sheet
up over my nose. There was no use
trying; I must get up, tired as I was,
and close the blinds. I raised the
window very softly sc as not to
awake Aunt Jane Mary. I stretched
out my hand for the hasp of the
blind, when I thought that I heard
the sound of voices.

Yes, it was true. Standing under
the great elm In front of the gate

=T
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hear what they were saying, for I
could not understand why anyone
should choose the shelter of our old
€lm as a meeting-place. Could it be
Baldy Towner? Perhaps his wife,
Glorianna, had come over from Wau-
kekan Town to try and persuade him
to return. Baldy was wvery stub-
born, and Glorianna had not behaved
any too well, and Baldy Towner had
said to me only the day before, “I
wunt, I wunt, I wunt g’ back. She
can write, and she can gsend, and
even come, I know when I'm well
off. I shouldn't be well offer there,
and though I'm kinder poor off here
in some ways, I'd be poor offer ef I's
to g’ back and let her lick me ag'in.”

Baldy Towner stood fully six feet
two In his stockings, and Glorianna
was a slim little creature. I despised
his weak resolve! What  Glor-
janna really necded was what Aunt
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I THOUGHT THAT 1 HEARD THE
SOUND OF VOICES,

Jane Mary called a “special good
trouncing” from Baldy Towmner and
an assertion on his part as to who
was the head of the family, but it
was not to my interest to say so. I
could not get along without him. My
heart sank within me as I heard the
murmur, and I wondered if she would
really persuade him to go back te
her and Waukekan Town and his
beatings.

I erouched in the window, listen-
ing, but though I strained my ears
to the aching point, I caught no dis-
tinct word, Finally the man stooped
and put his hands on the woman’s
shoulders. He kissed her. Oh, dear!
Then the réconciliation was com-
plete. Ie would leave me on the
morrow. What should I do, with the
marketing to attend to, the cooking
to do, the beds to make, the house
to keep clean, not to speak of the
shoes!—the muddy shoes!

“Good-night.” 1 did hear that
much, and, then, instead of the wo-
man going away, it was the man,
who drew towards him a wheel,
which had been leaning against the
tree in the shadow. “I'll be over in
the morning,” I beard him say. “All
right,” answered the woman’s voice,
and she turned and opened my own
gate, and came along up the gravel-
path,—mo, not the path, she walked
on the grass. .

Of course, I knew now who it was,
end why she had walked on the grass.
Naturally she did not wish anyone to
knmow of her midnight assignation.
Well, I would see that she had no
more of them. My house, Aunt Jene
Mary's rather, should not be used as
a rendezvous for such creatures as
she. I would tell her so in the morn-
ing. I would give her warning. Of
course, she must eat up and sleep out
her ten dollar’s worth, but as soon
as that debt was paid she should
leave the house and mnever set foot
ingide it again. I listened and heard
her come in at the front door, lock
it softly and go into her own room.
If she shot the bolt of her door, it
was unheard by me. Well, no mat-
ter. She should have warning before
breakfast.

I spent a restless night. My room
was opposite Aunt Jane Mary’'s, over
the parlor and across the hall from
my lower-front's bedchamber. I
wondered if Aunt Jane Mary had
heard the movement in the house.
However, I was almost certain that
she had not, or 1 should have been
called by the tinkle of the bell. I
was now hopelessly awake, and lay
tossing in my bed, furious with my-
self, my boarder, and everyone else
—more angry than anything with the
fact that I should meed all the rest
that I could obtain to spur me up to
the stand that I was going to take
in the morning. I dropped asleep a
little before daylight, and on awaken-
ing found that I was a half-hour late.
Oh, dear, there was so much to do!
Where should I begin? I dressed
hastily and ran down the stairs.

My boarder was evidently up, tor
her door was open, her bedclothes
thrown back, and the room airing in
& manner to suit the most particular
of housekeepers. This somewhat
mollified me towards her, but =till I
was determined that she should go,
and that I would tell her as soon as
I had the time. Bhe nodded to me
as I looked out of the door, for she
sat there, calmly rocking in my chair,
looking unblushingly at the morning
sun as it rose over Farmer Barker’s
hickorynut wood. She had on her
feet a pair of loose slippers. Her
shoes, well cleaned, were standing
within the door of her room.

“I thought you hadn't any slip-
pers?” said I

“Goed-morning,” said Miss Dacres
politely. This made me conscious at
once of my own rudeness. -

“Good-morning,” said I. “Excuse
my remark, but yon know you told
me ye ¥

“Yes, so I did. Well, Pve;ottbeﬁ
l " - Eia -"_ h.-_

last night.

your breakfast iz eatem, I shall be
glad to see you in the parior.”

“Youn are very kind” returmed Miss
Dacres, in the tone one uses when
accepting an agreeable invitation. *I
will eome with pleasure. I mnever
sew, you know, I am only here for a
"St.." ’

“You need not sew,” said I, “and
you need not remain long.”

“What?™ said she. “I don't under-
stand your tone. I—"

I ran down the steps and round in-
to the back yard.

“Baldy Towner,” said I, wishing to
make sure before I went any fur-
ther, though I certainly did hear her
come into the house, “have you and
Glorianna made up?”

“Nor mever will in this
world,” said Baldy Towner.

“Ig the fire made?” said I, running
towards the hen-roost.

“It be,” called Baldy Towner after
me, as he went to the well for
water.

I found three or four fine eggs,
went back into the kitchen, prepared
Miss Dacpes’ breakfast, and ecalled
her into the dining room.

I waited on her In silence, and then
left ithe room, asking her to ring
when she wanted anything else.

She did not seem blessed with a
large appetite. Indeed, in lookingfat
her, it seemed to me that she must
be very delicate. There were lurge
black circles round her blue eyes,
and her face appeared more sallow
than it had on the last evening.
Now that she had disearded her felt
hat, I saw that all her hair was short,
thick, and curly.

“Y see you are looking at my hair,”
said she to me when I came in, bring-
ing her a glass of cold water, which
Baldy Towner had just drawn from
the well. “I wear it so because it is
easier for me, and much peater in my
profession. I am always dressed. 1
just run a comb through it and shake
14t out. First though, I stick it in
a bucket of water.”

“It looks just like a boy's,” said L

“Yes, that's what they all say. I've
often wished that I had been born a
man. They have the dead wood on
rus, don’t you think s0?”

“The—" My tone was Interrog-
ative.

“Dead wood, the dead wood. Oh,
you don't understand! I ecatch all
sorts of slang from my brothers;
you can't help it when you're the
only girl. You see when a patient
calls.me, my hair is always neat and
tidy, or I can make it so in the jerk
of a ram's tail—I mean,.in the small
space of a minute, and then T don'
waste any -time with curl papers,
and——"

“If you have finished your break-
fast,” said I, “I should like to see yoy
in the parlor.™

[To Be Continued.]
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PAGANS IN SCOTLAND.

Nalls Driven Into am Ancient Oak
Tree as Offerings by Invalid
Pilgrims.

Nearly all travelers in central
Africa have referred to the curious
customs prevalent among almost all
pagan native tribes, of driving guan
tities of nnils into sncred trees and
other objects that have been ad
judged worthy of veneration; and
this not in malice, but as a religious
rite, the nails in question being in.
tended as votive offerings, says Stray
Stories.

Exactly the same thing may be
witnessed to-day at the sacred well
of St. Maebrubha, in loch Maree
Ross shire, where is an ancient oal
tree studded with countless nails of
all sizes, the offerings of invalid pil
grims who came to worship and be
cured.

Pennles and half-pennies also ard
to be seen in enormous quantities
driven edgewise in the tough bark;
and a friend of the writer's who vis
ited the spot some little time bacl
discovered in a cleft high up in the
trunk what he tock to be a shilling.

On being extracted, however, I
proved to be counterfeit. Probably
the domnor, finding that he could ge!
no value for his coin in the natura
world, concluded he might as wel
try, as a last resource, what effec
it might have in the spiritual.

Of course, the poor cottars am
others who flock to St. Maebrublu
with their nails and their pence di
not for a moment admit that the)
are assisting at a pagan ceremony
But they most undoubtedly are.

Well worship has always oceuplet
an important place in paganism; ang
the sacred oak, before which eacl
pilgrim must thrice kneel ere humblj
presenting his offering—what is ¥
but an obvious survival of the sacre
groves of druidical times?

Her Brand.

A correspondent writes: “Twe
women were strong supporters of a
local co-operative store; but one day,
as one of them was passing down the
sireet, she was surprised to see hex
friend coming out of a licensed gro
cer's shop. ‘I thocht, Mrs. Broon, yt
wis a member o” the Co.?" was her re
mark. ‘I am; but, dae ye ken this
there’s na shop in Glesca I get sic
nice beef ham as in here.” Some
days later Mrs. Broon's friend weni
into this shop to buy a sample of
the beef ham. On entering the shop
she asked the man if he would glve
her ‘a pun’ o’ the beef ham Mrs
Broon gets here.' A quiet smile stole
over the shopman’s face. ‘Oh, yes/
he said; ‘I can obleege you. Have you
brocht abottle wi' you?' "—Glasgov
Evening Times.

What She Mist.
. Captain—We ran into a dense fog

=

Spanish Prisoner Confined for Thirty«
Three Years Performed the
Remarkable Task.

It is well known that the number
of letters, words, verses, ete, con-
tained in the Bible have been count-
ed, but by whom, when, or where,
is not generally known. Treat's pub-
lication, entitled *“Curlosities of the
Bible,” speaks of the oeccurrence as
being of Spanish origin, and that the
prince of Granada, fearing TSUrpa-
tion, caused the arrest of the sup-
posed would-be usurper, and by or-
der of the Spanish crown he was
thrown into an old prison called the
place of skulls, situated in Madrid,
where he was confined for 53 Fears,
with no other companion than the
rats, mice and other vermin that
frequented his dismal cell, says the
Boston Herald.

During his confinement he counted
the letters, ete., contained in the Bi-
ble, and scratched the several num-
bers on the stone walls with a nail
When his work was discovered he
was furnished with writing utensils
and ordered to make a copy of the
results of his long and tedious task,
and, on its being completed, he final
Iy received his liberty.

“The following is a correct copy of
his great work:

The Bible contains 3,566,480 letters.
773,746 words, 31,173 verses, 1,195
chapters and 66 books.

The word and occurs 10,684 times,
the word Lord 1,853 times, the word
Jehovah 6,855 times, and the word
reverend but once, which is in the
ninth verse of the One Hundred and
Eleventh psalm.

The middle verse is the eight verse
of the One Hundred and Eighteenth
psalm. The twenty-first verse of the
seventh chapter of Ezra contains all
the letters of the alphabet except
the letter j.

The finest chapter to read is the
tweniy-sixth chapter of the Acis of
lhe Apostles. The most beautiful
thapter is the Twenty-Third psalm.
Che nineteenth chapter of II. Kings
and the thirty-seventh chapter of
Isaiah are alike.

‘The four most inspiring promises
are to be found in the sixth chapter
of St. John, thirty-seventh verse, and
fourteenth chapter, seccond verse;
also eleventh chapter of St. Matithew,
twenty-eighth verse, and the Thirty-
Seventh psalm, fourth versze.

The longest verse is the ninth verse,
eighth chapter of Esthe-. The short-
est verse is the thirty-fifth verse, elev-
enth chapter of St. John.

There are ten chaplers in the book
of Esther in which the words Lord and
God do not ocenr. The eighth, fif-
teenth, twentiy-first and thirty-first
verses of the One Hundred and Seventh
psalm are alike. Each verse of the One
Hundred and Thirty-sixth psalm end
alike. The One Hundred and Seven-
teenth plasm contains but two verses,
the One Hundred and Nineteenth psalm
contalns 176 verses. There are no
words or names of more than six sylla-
biles.

It has also been discovered by some
person unknown that in Joel, third
chapter, third verse, the word girl oc-
curs, and in the eighth chapier of Zach-
ariah, fifth verse, the word girl's is
mentioned for the only time in the
whole Book.

The eighth chapfer of Esther, ninth
verse, contains 32 t’s. The word snow
appears 24 times in the Old Testament
and three times in the New.

NEWLY RICH ON PARADE.

People Not Accustomed (o Wealth Try
to FPut on a Great “Front"
in Pabdle.

Two men, an elderly one and a
iapper-loocking young fellow, stood
in front of one of the big hotels
on Michigah avenue the other after
noon watching the continuous parade
of turnouts, the racing automobiles
and the stream of pedestrians, re
lates the Chicago Inter Ocean.

“i never get tired looking at 'em,'
the elderly man finally said to his
companion. “I've been at it for ter
years, and still 1 am standing hers
watching the crowd go by. 1 have
become an expert in separating the
genuinely prosperous from the seem-
ingly prosperous, and the staid, oid,
wealthy people from the horde of
newly rich.

“Now, just wait a minute. There
goes a fellow I've seen 10,000 times.
That auto is & new cne. He's not
the least bit stuck up over it, how-
ever, for he has been rich all his
life, and the new playthings never
turn his head. He's like a child that
is given a new toy every day. He is
glad to get the machine, but it is only
one of .a thousand novelties, and he
thinks little of it.

“But, look at the man and woman
in that carriage. I've seen him a
few times of late. I dom’t know
what his mame is. nor his business,
nor where he lives, but he hazn’t
been used to money very long. See
what a ‘front’ he is trying to put
on. He is sure everybody is watch-
ing him. See that. I¥new the wom-
an would turn and look when she
passed those large plate-glass mir-
rors, and she can see just how sweil
the whole outfit looks. They all do
it, thatf is, all the newly rich. TI're
seen them countless times turn and
look at their own images in that
very row of windows,

“] sometimes wish I were poor
again, so that I could feel my im-
portance afigr becoming rich. It's
a great feeling, and T suppose there
was a day whea T also craned my
neck to peep In at the windows.”

Not Profitable.
Some men play to the grand stand,

ﬁe;hi if th will oal
it
ohip oIl for half an Bowr.”
Journal. i

A Tight Squeese.

11th—To be suatched,
of the b

Spi affection, and #ad been §reated by
$he best physicians, byt without the slight-
est improvement. i

For lust twelve months two doctors
were in constant attendance, but_she only
grew worse and worde, till she could not
:alﬂk, and did not have any power to move at

She was #o low that for the greater part
of the time she was perfectly unconscious.,
of what was iomg on about ber, and her
h"esrtl-broken ] nsl;h:m'ii n;d friends were

ourly expecti T death. d

The doclonngld given up N hopk and
no one thought she could &Kﬁnhly hive.

In this extremit r. Garrett sent fora
box of Dodd’s Kidner Pills. It was'a last
bhope, but happily it did not fail.

r2. Garrett used in all six boxes of the
remedy, and is completely cured. Shasgys:

“] am doing my own work now and feal
s well as ever 1 did. Dedd’s Kidney Pills
certainly saved me from death.”

He that thinks he ean afford to be negli- *

gent, is not far from being poor.—Jobnsan.
Piso's Cure cannot be tooNighly spoken of

as a cough cure.—J. W. O'Brien, 82 Third

Ave,, N, Minneapolis, Minn., Jan. 8, 1800,

Life, however, short, is made still shorter
by waste of time —Johnson.

*Theé Klean, Kool Kitchen Kind™ of stoves
keep you clean and cgol, Economicaland al-
ways ready. Sold at pood stove stotes,

A very light fad may lead 2 man toa ve
dark fate.—Ram's Horn. =
Putnam Fadeless Dyes preduce the
brightest and fastest colors.

Life will give out what you liveiato it.—
m's Hora.

TIRED BACKS .

Come .to 2l)
who overtax
the Kidney.
Don’t neglect
the aching
back. Many
dangerous
Kidney tron-
bles followin
its wake.
Mrs. C. B.
Tare of Co-
lnmbia Ave.,
Glasgow,
Kentucky,
wife of C. B.
Pare, u proms-

“Inent brick manufacturer of that city,

says: *‘When Doan’s Kidney Pills were
first brought to my attention I was
suffering from a complication of kid-
ney tronbfes. Besides the bad back
which nsually results from kidney com-
plaints, I had a great deal of trouble
with the secretions, which were ex-
ceedingly variable, sometimes excessive
and at other times scanty.” The color
was high, and ©S WEerg accom-
panied with a scalding sensstion.
Doan’s Kidney Pills soon regulated the
Eidney secretions, making their color
normal and banished the inflammation
which caunsed the scalding sensation.
I can rest well, my back is strong and
sound and I feel much better in every®
wa .0'

A FREE TRIAL of this great kidney
medicine which cured Mrs. Pare will be*
mailed to any part of the United States
onapplication. Address Foster-Milburn
Co., Buffalo, N. ¥. For sale by all

druggists, price 50 cents per box.
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